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Our nobler cultured fields and gracious domes
We whirl too oft from her who still shines on

To light In vain our caves and clefts, the homes ,
Of night-bird Instincts pained till she be gone.

Still must this body starve our souls with shade;

But when Death makes us what we were before^
Then shall her sunshine all our depths Invade,

And not a shadow stain heaven's crystal floor.

THE RECALL

COME back before the birds are flown,
Before the leaves desert the tree.
And, through the lonely alleys blown,
"Whisper their vain regrets to me
Who drive before a blast more rude,
The plaything of my gusty mood?
In vain pursuing and pursued!

Nay, come although the boughs be bare,
Though snowflakes fledge the summer's nest,
And in some far Ausonian air
The thrush, your minstrel, warm his breast.
Come, sunshine's treasurer, and bring
To doubting flowers their faith in spring,
To birds and me the need to sing 1